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hermits. But they only laughed at him, and, worse
than that, they mocked at his handsome appearance,
telling him that he, the handsome Trisanku, was,
after all, no better than a handful of dust. Filled
with haughty anger he turned away with mocking
words, thinking that he was now well rid of them all.
But his parting mockery had angered them, and
they punished him by changing him into a Chandala,
a person of the lowest caste. His glorious body
became bent and twisted ; his eyes were now of the
colour of copper, and his teeth green with decay ;
his royal robes disappeared, and he found himself
clothed in a single garment, the skin of a bear.

The unhappy king looked down at his new body.
" In this guise," he said dolefully, " my own courtiers
and my beloved queen will certainly not know me,
and I may as well stay in the forest. I will pay a
visit to King Visvamitra, who has won such fame by
his mastery over his body."

He lost no time in doing so, and when the hermit
monarch learnt who stood before him, he was full
of sympathy and indignation. " The hermits who
worked this ill upon you," he said, " are the sons of
Vasishtha, and really the enormities of that family
and their ill-natured cow are past all bearing. I will
proclaim a sacrifice, and by the power of my fasting
and penance will obtain from the gods the right to
revenge myself upon this wretched crew."

This was done, and Visvamitra hurled his curse
at the sons of Vasishtha with such dire effect that
they were transported at once to the kingdom of